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Take Me Home 


Ist June 198b - Sunset Strip 


Barging his way through a crowd of sweaty bodies, he finally reached the battered old door of Los Angeles’ 
most infamous club, the Troubadour. Staggering out into the open, he was not greeted by the wave of cool, 
refreshing night air he had hoped for, but the warm, stuffy fog of a summer's night. He groaned, clenching at 
his torso as a wave of nausea caused him to double over, and he leant one arm against the nearest wall, 


breathing heavily. 


Slowly, he pushed a section of thick blonde hair back from his face, holding it behind his head as he grimaced, 
waiting for his body to rid itself of the toxins he had poured into it that night. 


He mentally ridiculed himself, pondering for one of many times, why on earth had he and his band mates 
decided to spend a night out on the Strip. Desperately trying to keep his mind busy, he didn't notice the figure 
striding along the sidewalk until the soft thud of footsteps sounded to his left. 


God dammit, why did hookers always show up when you least needed them? He cursed, cowering his pained 


face behind his tattooed arm. 


Coming to a halt, she wondered why people made the choice to drink themselves into a stupor at any 
opportune time. Yet, she still couldn't quench the urge inside her to ask if the tall blonde form stretched out in 
front of her was okay. 


"Hey. Duff, isn't it?" her voice rung out aloud as she peered in closer, "Are you feeling alright?" 


Raising his head, Duff fought to suppress the surprise he felt from registering on his face. This girl wasn't a 
hooker, for sure. Where he'd expected tall, pointed stiletto heels stood dark black lace up boots ending low on 
her leg. Drawing his gaze up he saw not miles of bare leg exposed, but leather trousers, hugging at her legs. 
Hanging from her shoulders was a creased vest with a red Aerosmith logo etched onto the chest. Cascading in 
smooth sheets down to her lower back, rich brown hair fell, catching the light from the lamps above. Her full 
crimsoned lips were strikingly intense, pulled into a tight line. Blinking with soundless interrogation were her 
emerald eyes, holding a small ring of scattered hazel. In their own timid, sober way, they were very beautiful. 
His own copper coloured eyes lingered on them, intrigued. Only her further speech brought him back to 
attention. 


"Hm?" her eyebrows pulled together as she leaned forward slightly, "You okay?" 


She shuffled the leather jacket in her hand, and placed a lit cigarette in her mouth, taking a long drag before 
exhaling, closing her eyes and puffing out a thick shaft of smoke to her side. 


Duff smiled and stood himself straight before replying. 
"Yeah, fine, just got a little queasy there." He laughed nervously. 


Acknowledging his explanation she nodded, offering him a cigarette, which he accepted eagerly. Leaning in, he lit 
up the smoke with the lighter she held. 


"Maybe you shouldn't let that nutty singer of yours drag you out on nights like this every evening.” She 


grinned, beginning to walk on and smiled internally when she felt him follow her. 
Duff peered beneath his hair, exhaling sharply as he chuckled and shrugged his shoulders lightly. 


"That's where you knew my name from, huh?" he enquired, "Everyone knows Axl, he's got quite a reputation 


round here, especially with the girls, they're always all over him." 
She raised an eyebrow and looked over at him. 
"If you're thinking I'm one of those sad little groupies dying to get into those nice little spandex shorts of his, 


you'd be wrong." She smirked, staring at the floor before glancing at him once more, "And that's not how | 


knew your name." 


He turned towards her, leaning on the railing of a shop front they'd reached. His silence gestured for her to 


continue. 


"Well, me and my friend Amy really like coming down here and listening to the bands that play. Once upon a 
time, about a few months back, she dragged me here to see your band." Duff looked up, surprised, but, not 
phased in the slightest, she faced him and continued her story, "Honestly, | didn't much like the sound of it, but 
she kept going on about how great you were, so | came along and it turned out to be really awesome. Anyway, 


believe it or not she didn't fancy getting off with Axl, buuuuuttt..you." 
She pressed one slender finger into his chest. 


He definitely didn't see that one coming. His mouth tried to form words as he looked down at the finger she 
had poked into him, tipped with red nail polish, chipped in some places. Then it was gone. And he gazed up at 
her, watching her lips stretch into a tight grin as she hauled herself up to perch on the railings. 


Duff ran a hand through his hair, stepping out in front of her. 


"Look, | might be the worst guy ever for this. Just tell your friend I'm really, really sorry for not 


remembering her, or what. we did, l'm sure she's a lovely girl." 
g yg 


Suddenly, she burst out laughing, head hanging back as she roared with a hilarity Duff didn't understand. Her 
laughter fading gradually, she fixed her eyes on him with a fond smile. 


"Duff, you're really funny.” She let out one last amused sigh before speaking more, "You didn't sleep with her, 


don't worry.” 
Relieved, he puffed out a sharp breath he hadn't realised he was holding. 


"That night, after the show, your guitarist introduced himself to her. And, as | expected, his divine looks, witty 
charm, and clearly devious intentions lured her vulnerable self into his bed. Then she came back to our flat 
the next morning weaving these romanticized tales about the ‘wondrous’ right they spent together. Call me a 
queer, but | can admit that she's quite the looker. A real stunner. You really missed out there." She winked, 
hopping off the bars. 


"Wow." Duff shook his head slowly, tracing the shape of his jaw, "I didn't get to hear your name though, what 
is it?" 


As if not able to stand still, she paced forward towards the desolate road, walking along the pavement's edge 
with her arms outstretched. 


"Well my parents thought they ought to be unique with their first child, so they chose a really fucked up 


name for me." 


Duff's persistent gaze begged her to go on 


"Promise you won't laugh?" 


"Promise" He braced himself for a horrendous name, but was pleasantly surprised by the name that rolled 


from her tongue. 


"Eliza. But being the disobedient soul that | am, I've been going by Lana since | was 14, and I'm 2I now, so it's 
kinda stuck" 


To Duff, it was extremely elegant. It was quaint, peculiar even, yet very beautiful. Also, he felt, it carried some 
of the rebellion and defiance in the bold individual that stood before him. That she had changed it purposely 


reinforced the vibe. 


"Actually, | quite like it. It suits you." 


She let a small smile hint at the corners of her mouth before returning her face to an icy expression. 
"Did you know it means ‘blessed by God'?" she stared at him, daring him to speak 


"No, | didn't. Yet | don't think that part particularly suits you." He peered up at her, but her face remained 


stern and he panicked, "Oh God, are you like one of those hardcore religious believers? Shit!" 

Then, once more, her face lit up with the spark of laughter as she approached him. 

"No. I'm hardcore, but not like that." She grinned deviously, getting ever closer. 

Soon, she was centimeters from him and he shivered, feeling her hot breath on his collarbone. As if reacting 
to the mutual feeling both of them felt, Duff's hands tenderly settled on her hips, gently pulling her into him 
as her hands slid up his torso to his chest, where they froze, tracing patterns on the fabric of his shirt. He 
couldn't express the need he felt for that touch to be on his skin 

Raising her head slightly, she took a section of hair and tucked it behind his ear. 


"So, you going to take me back to your place or what?" she whispered. 


Suddenly, he was full of an obnoxious confidence. Grabbing her hand, he pulled her down the street toward the 
alley that lead to the entrance of the band's flat. 


Tossing his keys onto the scratched wood cabinet that was the only piece of furniture in the small entrance 


hall of the cramped flat he and his band mates resided in, Duff nodded in the direction of the stair case and 


winked. 


"Second door on the left." 


Watching her dash up the stairs, he grinned, quickly checking in their dump of a living room to make sure they 
had the house to themselves before darting up after her. 


Closing the door of his room he jumped to see Lana immediately in front of him. She'd shed the boots and 
leather jacket, exposing her pale skin of her arms to the dim light shining through his window. The same light 
caught the edge of her face, illuminating her features and casting perfect shadows over her. God, she looked 


beautiful. 


He closed the space between them, lifting her into his muscled arms and walking her up to the wall, where he 
pushed their bodies together. 


Reacting to the feeling of his lips on hers, she brought her hands up from his torso and cupped his face, 
pushing one hand into his hair and holding them together. His tongue licking along her lower lip, he moved down 
to her neck, peppering her bare skin with kisses, first tender and soft, then passionate and hungry. His hands 
drew up her sides as he continued pressing his lips to her neck, gracing over the curves of her chest. Pushing 
herself back into his wandering hands she gasped with pleasure, wrapping one leg around him and holding his 
lower body against her. Wrapping his arms around her once more, he lifted her off the ground, carrying her 
to his bed and sitting on the edge of it, delighting as she straddled his lap and ripped his shirt from his body. 
As quickly as her hands removed it, they were back on his naked skin, exploring the definition in his muscles 
whilst he kissed across her collarbone. 


Chancing a step further his fingers traced the line of her leggings, his mind racing through all the possibilities 
when his fingertips encountered lace underneath. 


"Wait" 
Her voice hushed him, and slowed his hands. 
"Is that too much? Do you want me to stop?" concern flickered in his eyes. 


"No. Definitely not. But | spent earlier this evening serving people at work. | reek of stale beer and cigarettes, 


let me go freshen up." 


He relaxed as she climbed off him and walked into his bathroom. Falling back onto his bed, he ran his hand 


through his hair an exhaled. He could almost hear Slash's voice as the shower sounded. 
‘Dude, you really got lucky there. She's fucking hot! 


She really was. But he didn't think Slash's probable label suited her. She wasn't just any other good looking girl. 


She was gorgeous and funny and cool. And not a slutty groupie. 


Suddenly, the exhaustion he had felt earlier arose once more, but he pushed it away ~- he would not miss the 
chance to have sex with this girl. His eyelids closed momentarily and he happily though about what they would 


do when she returned. 


Towel drying her hair, she flipped it back and tied it in a bun. She wouldn't go out there stark naked - a bit 
over eager, she thought. So she retrieved her black lace underwear and plain black bra. Muttering under her 
breath, she cursed herself for not wearing her matching lacy bra. That sure would have got him excited. 


Damn it, at least they matched. 


Slowly opening the door, she walked out into the open room. She didn't know whether to laugh or cry when she 


saw the sight before her. She did neither. 


Laying on the edge of the bed, Duff was stretched out, one leg atop the other. One hand rest just above the 
top of his pants, the other arm was tucked behind his head, supporting it as well as the pillow. And his eyes 
were blissfully closed, a little smile gracing his lips as he slept. 


Lana sighed, walking to him with a mix of annoyance and affection. Her susceptibility to the latter emotion 
overruled when she stood next to him. He looked so peaceful when he slept. Edging the covers from under him, 
she draped them gently over him and smiled. 


Crossing to the other side of the bed, she climbed on and curled her legs upwards, resting her head on her 
hand, careful not to sleep too close to him so to make him uncomfortable when he awoke the following 
morning. As her eyes drifted shut she anxiously wondered - would Duff be irritated that she'd stayed the 
night? 


Oh well, her inner rebel shrugged the worry away. Guess she'd find out in the morning. 


Adios Hotstuff 


Feeling the warm heat of dawn sun on my eyelids, | squinted, opening them slowly. Why did | get the room with 
no blinds when we moved into this shithole? And why was the sun always so persistently bright in the 


mornings? 


Shit. | sat bolt upright, surveying my surroundings before flopping back onto the bed, my head in my hands. I'd 
brought Lana back to the flat last night and everything had been going great. So great. And I'd fallen asleep on 
her. Denied myself the chance to get into those lacy panties of hers. Fuck, Duff, you absolute idiot. 


Hauling myself up with a groan reflecting my disappointment, | stretched my aching body out. That's when | 
noticed the slept-in sheets to the right of me and the leather skinnies, Aerosmith vest and black lace up boots 
arranged neatly on the battered seat on the other side of the room. 


She'd stayed?! 


| was absolutely perplexed. Usually, girls didn't stay the night. | didn't know whether to be angry or elated. | 
knew | should be irritated but | felt no such emotion. After all, she was one of a kind, and it would be nice to 


redeem myself in her eyes. 
Speaking of which, where was she? 
And was she walking round the house stark naked? 


| resumed my glance at her clothes. They were all there. A girl could never be comfortable in a house full of 
five horny guys, let alone wander it with no clothes on Surely she would know to dress properly before 
exploring the threshold - right? All these little questions begged to be answered, so | grabbed some shorts and 
an old vest, pulled them on and headed downstairs. 


On descending the stairs | was hit be a fragrance that | hadn't had the chance to smell in a long, long time: a 
proper breakfast. Reawakened by the scent were memories that I'd forgotten; Dad bustling round the living 

room hastily readying himself for a day's work, Mum similarly buzzing around our cramped kitchen concocting 
wondrous delicacies and all of the Mckagans, two parents and eight children crowding the dining table for rare 


occasions where we'd have the fortune to share a dinner together. 


Turning into our open living area, Slash came wandering out of the kitchen, his plate stacked with a sizable 


tower of - 


"Pancakes, man!" he grinned, stuffing one into his mouth, "She can fucking cook - whoever she is, keep her 


around for a bit" Slash sighed happily, slumping into the couch. 


Oh God. She could cook as well? Warily, ! crept into the kitchen, almost relieved when | saw her standing there 


- not naked - on her own She'd acquired an old shirt of mine, a longer one, so it came to low on her thigh, yet 
showed still enough skin to make me shiver. Her hair, though matted and slightly knotted, came halfway down 


her back. | couldn't see her expression as she was facing the complete opposite direction 
"Hey, sleepyhead." Her low voice almost made me jump as | approached. "Want some pancakes?" 


Then she whipped around, grinning widely as she balanced the pan in her hands. The dark make up around her 


eyes had smudged a little but she still looked as divine as she had last night. 
"Yeah sure," | replied, grabbing a plate, "How do you make this stuff?" | asked, frowning quizzically at her. 
She laughed. 


"Well all you had was alcohol and ingredients for pancakes so | settled for a breakfast that wasn't going to 
intoxicate you at ten in the morning.” She smiled again, "Your friends really can eat, can't they? Steven and 
Slash have eaten at least ten each. With sugar on top." 


It was my turn to laugh. 


It's been a long time since we've had someone that can cook in the house." | looked up at her and realised 
what I'd implied as her eyebrow slowly raised, "No no no! I'm not saying that's why you're here..Not that I'm 
not grateful, we are..lts just..." 


Her face crinkled with laughter. "I'm kidding." | exhaled, "Hey, can you flip pancakes? I've tried but Izzy's went up 
there." Her cheeks reddened as she pointed up at the ring of batter dried into the ceiling, adding to the many 


areas of dirt and grime we'd accumulated around the house. 


"Err, yeah | suppose." | formed an exterior of confidence to conceal the utter inexperience | had for anything 


to do with cooking. Oh well. 


"Here." | spoke gently, wrapping my arms round her from behind, mirroring her arms with mine and covering 


her hands with my own. 


She edged her neck away slightly, allowing my lips almost to touch the skin of her neck as they'd done last 
night. My heart quickened as our bodies pressed into each other and | felt hers speed up too as my breath 
tickled her neck. 


“One... Iwo... Three..." | whispered, jolting our hands, and the pan in them upwards, catching the pancake with an 


expertise | hadn't expected as it came back down. 


Despite our success, neither of us really cared. As if reading my mind, she placed the pan back on the side, 
and swivelled into my arms, facing me. Our foreheads pressing together. Time to redeem myself. My hands slid 


don her back, stroking over the curve of her behind and pulling her even closer. 


"About last night- 
"DUFF! Are you coming in here or what?" 


Slash's voice pierced through any thoughts | was having and | rolled my eyes, setting Lana back on the floor, 
and promising her silently that this wasn't finished. 


Grabbing the plate, | entered the living room taking a seat on the end of the couch. Slash turned his gaze on 


me. 
"By the way, Axl's booked another gig at the Troubadour tonight. But that's not important." He moved closer, 
"So, how was it? | bet she was a good fuck, wasn't she?" his lowered voice was hushed for him, but not quiet 


enough. 


"Hal He wishes!" Lana walked into the room, crossing the floor and ruffling my hair, "Damn fucker fell asleep on 
me, didn't he?" | groaned. 


Slash was silent for a moment. Then his body shook with laughter as he held his sides. 
"You missed out bro. What an idiot!" 


"| know right!" Lana twirled on the spot, "Look at what he could've had!" 


A small smirk escaped on my lips as Slash patted my shoulder in a guy-to-guy feeling that he understood. 
Lana navigated the litter dusted floor over to where | sat, bending down and whispering in my ear. 


"Hey, you still might be able to get it" My eyes widened, then she was gone. 


"See you at the Troubadour tonight, yeah?" she grinned walking out the door, messing up Slash's hair as she 
passed him, "Ciao, Slasher." 


"Adios, hotstuff” he look deceivingly in my direction, testing me. Just about to tell him where to shove his 
observations, | was interjected by Lana, who clearly didn't need anyone to protect her from Slash's prying eyes. 


She laughed. "Fuck off." 


Thankyou and Goodnight! 


Finally finishing the crimson pout I'd been desperately trying to perfect over the last ten minutes, | blew a kiss 


at the mirror and turned to answer my best friend's persistent calls. 
"What, Amy? Jesus, you'd think at 22 years old you'd be able to sort your hair out on your own. Clearly not 
| sighed, meaning for the words to come out with a little more bite than the fondness that layered my words. 


| couldn't help but love my stereotypically ditzy blonde friend. 


"Look, I'm sorry, this curl just won't go right! Fix it, would you?" Amy's eyes glanced up with a desperation 


that | couldn't help laughing at. 
"Give those things here." 


Gesturing for the curling irons in her friend's hands, | took a loose strand of soft blonde hair, and frowned 


with a smirk, questioning the girl seated in front of me. 
"What you so nervous about, Amy?" 


The one innocent enquiry set the spark of for the burning tangent of words that then followed, spewing out of 
Amy's mouth like a waterfall. 


"You remember the last time we saw Guns? Well, you know all that stuff that happened with that sexy 
guitarist Slash..." 


Its not really a big deal, is it? You fucked him and left before he got up in the morning." | grinned 
"Would you shut up, Lana, I'm trying to explain herel!" 
| raised my hands in genuine apology, and urged her to continue, "Sorry, sorry - go on" 


"Yeah, it's probably a bit obvious, but l'm kind of hooked up on him, and l'm scared that I'll go there and he 


either won't remember me or he just won't care." Amy stood, her hair bouncing in a shining mass of curls. 


"You know, he isn't that bad. He's a typical guy, but I'm sure he'll remember you - you always make an 
impression one way or the other." She grinned deviously, "Besides, there'll be plenty of other guys there - 
Axl's pretty damn hot, you have to admit?" 


I'd never really seen what all the girls got so excited about with Axl. | mean, sure he had a rocking voice, and 
his abs, shining with the glint of on-stage sweat made any girl blush, but honestly, I'd always failed to 


comprehend why he, of all the members of the band was seen as most attractive. 


But, bizarrely, whilst serving him breakfast pancakes, | shamefully succumbed to the inner melting sensation 


that came from being in his presence. 


Dismissing the trail of thought, | pulled on my leather skinnies once more and sifted through a pile of clothes 
accumulated on the floor of my flats bedroom, hauling out a top I'd forgotten about. 


A short sleeved black top, it cut of just above my belly-button, fitted nicely over my chest. Layered over the 
plain black material was black lace. Pulling it on, | smiled 

Smiling, and letting my brain wander, | speculated about Duff's eyes widening earlier at my devious promise for 
tonight, and | shivered internally - he thought | was the tough one, but last night | was ready and devilishly 
willing to let him take complete and utter control. | almost laughed at the feeling I'd experience when Axl had 
flashed me a flirtatious smile - compared to Duff, his charm was non-existent. That fluttering feeling 
submerged my body, once again with delightful intimacy. Every atom of my being was excited beyond belief. 


My fingertips itched with energy that begged to let them explore his face, his hair, his arms, his chest, his 
torso, and everything below that. My body mirrored that desire with an intense need for his hands to wander 


over my body too. | needed that sensation of his skin on mine 


My lips craved his taste - that of cigarettes and alcohol and passion - | had a fierce appetite for his 
destruction. | desperately wanted to smell his musky scent, to inhale it until it was mine, and | was encaptured 


in it. | lusted for the sound of his voice, whisper or scream. 


My eyes long to rest upon his every beautiful perfection, his every beautiful flaw. They remained patiently in 
waiting for that time that they would bore into his beautiful ones, with every emotion from ecstasy to 


adoration. 
Then | realised with dawning recognition what was happening. It hit with alarming force and clarity. It wasn't 
merely passion | was feeling, it was more than that, and it was trapping me its vice quick. | mentally slapped 


myself for my complete stupidity. Damn it! OFF you go, Lana, falling head over heels for a rock star. 


This couldn't happen. No, it wouldn't happen - | would not let it happen. Heartbreak for sure. | dismissed the 
thought as quickly as it had crept up on me. 


"| forgot about that one!" Amy smiled, snapping me out of my trance. 
"What?" She frowned 


"That lacy top - it's perfect. Duffs in for a real treat” She winked, embellishing her look with the finishing 


touches of makeup. 


| completely banished the thought from my head - it would not ruin my night. | promised myself, slipping into 
matching black stilettos. Grabbing our jackets, we head out of the door, and | locked it. It was my turn to smile 


deviously. 


"Mmm, I'm pretty sure he's got a thing for lace." 


Of all the stupid things I've ever thought, this rated quite high, but it was safe to say | was pretty pissed 


when Lana didn't show up way before our show ready to greet me. 


However, when | peeked round the edge of the stage to see at a good crowd of people right up front, | was 
quite surprised not to see Lana, and in the words of Slash her ‘damn hot friend Amy, amongst the crowd. 


To top it off, when Steven jumped on the kit, smashing the intro to our set, Izzy shuffled on stage with his 
usual calm demeanour and Axl and Slash crashed onto the stage together with their not-so-peaceful personas, 
followed by me sliding into the bass line of Mr Brownstone, | was genuinely shocked when | failed to see Lana 


anywhere in the space before me. 


Had | just been rejected? | sounded like a spoilt stereotype of Los Angeles rocker, but | honestly was not used 
to being stood up by girls. But if | had been stood up by any other girl | was almost certain it wouldn't feel as 
bad as this. It wasn't just her broken promise of a night together that had left me disappointed, she'd actually 
passed up on spending time with me, and that hurt more than I'd hoped it would. Wow, this was new. 


Brushing the feeling off, | continued to play my line, resuming my usual onstage antics as Axl frowned at me 


questioningly in response to my previously inanimate stance. 


Maybe the feeling I'd experienced telling me she was someone different, someone special, was wrong after all.. 


Despite the uniform he wore so proudly, the 
police officer clamping his hands down of Amy 
and me clearly did not give a shit. 


| thrashed, desperately losing any remaining hope of the chance to explain that we were completely innocent. 


"Are you fucking serious? Get your hands off mel" | screamed in his face, | might | have been a mere girl to 


him, but | was determined to shove that assumption whilst proving our innocence. 
Wow. 


We'd set off perfectly on time, buzzing for the perspective night ahead. Enjoying the nice chat opportunity we 
had on the twenty minute walk to the Troubadour, we took a nice stroll along the littered streets. Only when 
we were five minutes from the doors did we encounter a slight problem. Turning the corner, we were 


surprised to see a large group of people covering the entirety of the road, crowding the centre, where two 


large, bearded men were engaging in a drunken brawl, urged on by cheers and insults screamed by those 


around them. 

Cursing simultaneously under our breath, me and Amy kept to the side of the street, and | directed her down 
a slightly dingy shortcut | knew just as a police car pulled up and three officers hopped out shouting 
commands over the obscenities. Two ran immediately into the thick of the fight, as the other head in our 
direction. 


"Hey, hold up, don't you try to escape you two." His voice rang out metres behind us. 


"Oh, for fucks sake. Whatever you think they did, we're not involved in it, and were on our way to something 
quite important so just let it go would you?" | sighed 


After a brief look of shock and surprise, he frowned, clearly not appreciating being almost insulted. 


"No, | won't ‘let it go’. We know for a fact that the majority of that crowd is involved in drug selling and drug 
abuse." He said in an uptight manner that really got under my skin. 


"Who isn't these days? Seriously, we need to get going!" 


"IFs going to have to wait, miss. Come with me both of you." 


So after an hour sitting on the side of the pavement being guarded by the police officer, | was positively 
elated when one of the members of the group fighting came over and verified that no one knew who we were, 
and in fact, as | had said, we had nothing to do with any of the events suspected. At this point Amy was in 
tears and | was beyond pissed off. 

"Finally, let's go Amy." | said, dragging her to her feet a pulling her towards our destination at last. 


"Don't let me see you around anything like this again ladies." 


"ASSHOLE! | summoned as much spite as | could before hurrying towards the now visible doors of the 


Troubadour. 


Crashing through the doors, we probably looked like something out of a dated horror film. And the irony 


couldn't be more taunting as Axl's recognisable voice rang through the room. 


"Thank you and goodnight!" 


Welcome to the Jungle 


Pushing with growing irritancy, through the hordes of drunken young people babbling a mess of incoherent 
words, she finally reached the front of the stage area. Approaching the tall, muscular security guard she 
sighed as she overheard one of the three horrifically inappropriately clad girls before her spew a ridiculous 
excuse of why she should be granted access to backstage, and eventually, a pass into the pants of Mr Axl 
Rose. Running a hand through her dark hair, she weaved around them, standing in front of the man as he 
stared at her with a look of prejudice, raising an eyebrow in a challenge for her to beg like the girls had 
before her. 


She let out another sigh. 


"Come on, man We're actually here with Duff, so just trust me on this one. Do | really look like a desperately 
little groupie?" her voice raised, then faltered as she realised her outfit did reveal a little more than she 


usually did. 
He laughed. 


"Honestly, no, you don't actually. But I'm paid not to let anyone past this door without a pass. So, sorry Missus, 
l'm afraid this time... 


The man's gruff voice was interjected by someone clearing their throat behind him. Lana peered over his 


shoulder and her rouged lips spread into a grin. 


"You know, for once, she actually is with the bandl" Slash's voice was laced with a ever so slight slur of 
alcohol, but it didn't affect his actions as he pat the security guy on the back, "Good job, but you gotta let 
this one through." 


He smiled, leading Lana and her friend, the face of whom he hadn't yet seen, through the corridors of the 


backstage area. 


"Just to let you know, before we go in there, Izzy's drunk as fuck and Steven's high as a kite. As for Axl - 
who knows? Beware." He grinned again, winking and holding the door open for Lana and Amy to step through. 


She stepped into a whole different world Slash bent down to her shoulders, his curly hair tickling her neck. For 
a moment, she saw with vivid clarity what everyone had seen in him as his lips touched her ear. She quickly 
squandered the thought, listening to the words his lips were forming, the sound mixed with humour and even a 


bizarre sort of pride. 


"Welcome to the jungle." 


Potent 
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And a jungle it was. 


Though there was a surprising lack of bottles dotted around the small room, the thick, beautifully choking 
scent of alcohol hung in the air. People danced in groups, some on their own, to the Thin Lizzy track blasting 
from the crackling radio. Others huddled in groups lingering on idle chatter or the ‘gear’ that was on offer and 
how much a person would have to part with to obtain it. In every crevice, couples pressed their bodies 
together, seemingly oblivious to the hoards of people around them, and even more audacious than that, 
strippers and busty hookers drifted around, pouncing in an alarmingly predatory manner on any guy, or girl, 


that appeared to be in need of some company. 


Lana breathed in the atmosphere, inhaling the feeling of excitement she felt burning in her chest. She laughed 
over her shoulder, as Slash and Amy saw each other's faces, instantly recognising each other and engaging in a 
heated kiss against the nearest wall. 


Internally, she felt relieved, and eased the apprehension she felt over Slash's potential reaction to a previous 


fling. However, all had turned out perfect. 


Scanning the space, she picked Duff's familiar face out from the crowd, and she smiled another feeling of relief 
filled exhaustion, deep down, another feeling brewed in her stomach, one of longing and impatience. Just as her 
eyes were about to flit back to the pair, now finishing their embrace, she felt the potent burning of jealousy 
roar as a girl revealing, large, stunning sections of her body positioned herself on Duff's lap. It subdued 
somewhat as she realised this woman was only a hooker, and that Duff was politely dismissing her advances. 


She fully turned to Slash and Amy. 


The friends exchanged a glance, and Amy silent, motionless, thanked Lana, who winked playfully before 
addressing the couple before her. 


If you Two are quite done, I'm off to scare the shit out of Duff." 


Something Changed In This Heart Of Mine 


Author's Notes: 
Loved writing this chapter, next one will be up soonll 


In all honesty, | felt no desire whatsoever to remain in this minuscule backstage room with an appalling lack of 
booze and an abundance of over eager strippers. The area was cramped and sweaty, you could smell the beer 
spilt on the dated carpets as well as seeing the dried puddles of it dotted around the floor. | glanced around 

the space, considering asking one of the others if they fancied going back to our flat for a drink. All were..well, 


preoccupied. 

At the table, Izzy was laying out a line of coke and reminiscing with an old friend. In the far right corner, Axl 
had weirdly managed to convince two extremely attractive girls, clad in the typical hooker get-up, that he 
wasn't feeling up to it tonight, and that despite his noticeable superiority over them with regards to his 
reputation, another couple of nameless guys would happily spend their evenings with them. Sometimes, | really 
didn't understand that guy. Waiting for someone else or in one of his classic ‘fuck off | need to be on my own’ 
moods? Either was plausible. 

As for Steven, | hadn't seen him for a while, but as | craned my neck, | made out a pile of blonde curls in a 
knotted heap on the floor, just poking out from behind the opposite sofa. | contemplated helping him up, then 
forgot the idea, as, about the get up and assist him, | was greeted by a weight on my legs and a large, 
exposed, and bulging cleavage inches from my nose. | backed up and tried to recognise the face, to no avail 
"How you doing honey, fancy taking me for a spin?" purring out of bright pink lips, she ruffled her blonde locks. 
Honestly, they never gave in. 

"Err, no thanks. I'm alright on my own for now." 

She pouted, pushing her chest out further. 

"Sure?" she smirked, "Wouldn't want you going home alone now, would we?" 

Just about to make further, unnecessary excuses, | was interjected by a welcomed voice. 


"Leave him be, girl" She retreated, revealing Slash and a girl, who he held round the waist. 


‘lm sure he appreciates your delightful offer, but not today thanks babe." He wriggled his eyebrows at me, 
grinning out of one side of his mouth, a lit cigarette dangling from the other end. 


She triumphantly placed her hands on her waist, one hip jutting out as she raised her arched eyebrows. 


"Not even going to address me by my name, huh?" impatience and several shot 


s slurred her words. 
Self-assured, sharp and sly, Slash raised one eyebrow. 
‘Sorry, darling, what is it? Desire?...Destiny?...Angel?...." he shrugged, "Who the fuck knows, now piss off." 


| chuckled at his biting words, then remembering the shred of manners | had left, | waved and offered my 


name to the girl that accompanied him. She smiled sweetly, before introducing herself as Amy. 
Where had | heard that before? 


Something nagged at my mind, but | lost it in a thick cloud of lack of sleep, too much alcohol and the bitter 
remnants of being stood up by a girl | genuinely liked. 


Slash informed me that he'd been outside to look for Lana before running into ‘this lil'cutie’. 


| had a look around, but | couldn't see her," he paused, looking at Amy, before simultaneously giggling together, 
"Tough luck dude." 


They resumed their laughing, and | found myself despising the perfect little inside joke they shared. 


You know you need to pick up your standards significantly when you fall asleep alone in a room full of people, a 
burnt out cigarette in one hand, a crumpled piece of paper with the drunken handwriting of a hooker's number 
pressed into the other. That really was tragic. | don't know why | even considered staying there after | found 
out Lana wasn't coming. To top it all off, | was pretty sure someone had poured a glass of vodka down my leg 


at some point during the night. Oh, the luxuries of Hollywood. 

Collecting my few possessions - a half empty pack of cigarettes and my bunch of keys - | pulled my wandering 
mind together and was seconds away from blowing the joint until a pair of smooth hands slid down my 
shoulders onto my chest, resting there. 


| sighed, a grand sigh of emotional and physical exhaustion. 


One hand trailed back up, over my collar bone, and tucked my hair back Then | felt lips close to my ear and 
they whispered, almost inaudible. 


"Going so soon?" 


Another sigh. 


Then, for some unknown reason | let all my pent up feelings from the past few hours out to the person | 


assumed to be another, friendly but shamefully desperate prostitute. 


"Yes, | am, actually. Look, I'd love to spend time with you, but tonight hasn't been great. My show was awful, 
the majority of my band mates have disappeared and left me to sit here like an idiot for hours, and | got 
horrendously stood up by this beautiful girl | really liked. 'm sure you don't want to hear this shit but I'm 


quite irritated she didn't make an appearance, and | know it's likely she won't show up now." 


The soft hands quickly retreated from my chest, as did the lips from my ear, and a familiar figure came 
round from the back of the sofa | was seated on and dropped down next to me, running a hand down my chest 
before placing it on my torso and breaking the eerie whispered silence with a loud, recognisable tone of 


humour. 


“That's funny, because she went through a load of shit to get here, and l'm pretty damn sure she'll be pissed 


if you wander on home now." 


Lana. 


Living Out Your Fantasy 


Author's Notes: 
The \‘morning after\ chapter up soonll 


To say that Lana's unexpected arrival was a surprise would be a momentous understatement. | have had the 
beautifully horrific delight of living in the midst of Los Angeles’ heated atmosphere for five years, and I've 


seen some real shockers, of all shapes and sizes. And substances. 


However, none have been quite so delicious to indulge in as the understanding that | hadn't been deserted, and 
that | would have the sacred opportunity to prove myself to Lana in more ways than one. My mind 
momentarily returned to Slash's appearance only minutes ago, and the smooth yet playful lies he had told 
between stifled laughter- 


"Duff, I've just been into the club, no sign of Lana" 

"| had a look around, but | couldn't see her" - 

| then realised that this Amy had been the one Lana had spoke of, her friend that had spent time with Slash 
before. An attraction that was happily rekindling, | noticed as | vacated the room, glancing over my shoulder to 
see their bodies close as they danced. The pair turned, Amy smiling in a friendly manner and Slash winking with 
his trademark devious charm. 

Cheeky fucker, | was going to get him tomorrow. 

But to no surprise, that whole chain of thought was somewhat subdued by the sensation of Lana's firm grip 
on my hand, dragging me towards the exit. There was no time | would not cherish with her, and that was a 
mutual feeling that became apparent as the door swung closed to our right and she slowed, bunching the collar 
of my jacket in her fists and pulling me over her whilst backing into the nearest wall. 


The night was chilled and breezy but her touch was electric, everywhere her fingertips graced. 


Familiar odours of cigarette smoke enclosed us, though her scent was unique, floral and soft in one moment 


and spicy and powerful in the next. 


My body was accustomed to the acrid aftertaste of liquor burning my throat, yet a brush of those lips 
brought the taste of nothing but her, an entity | was fast becoming addicted to. 


From all around, pounding music covered almost everything in the melodic lullaby of alcohol fueled arguments 


and jolly celebration, except the frequent sounds that drifted to my ears. Noises of relief and shock and desire. 
Still, victorious over all the enticing ways she appealed to my battered senses, her image before me was 
devastatingly striking. Just as the first time | met her, her deep brown hair tumbled to her lower back, 
disheveled, but beautiful, appearing a raven hue in the dim light. Dark shadows enraptured her jade green eyes, 
which despite the lack of lighting, were sharp, illuminated and captivating. Her lips bore a bloody stain of faded 
lipstick, however remained rouged enough to drive me wild Leather covered her slender legs, but a short black 
lace top exposed her midriff. 


Exqui site. 


Holding her waist, my hands pushed up her pale bare skin until my fingertips encountered her top, pausing the 


movement to brush over the material as her mouth pressed into my neck. Oh, how | loved lace. 


My excitement spurred as | contemplated the possibility of her wearing similar lace knickers to those she had 
the very first time we had come together. My wondering thoughts were interrupted by Lana's low voice. 


‘tm the first to admit I'm no good girl, but I'm not one for getting in on in the middle of the street” She 
panted, smirking and pulling back to stare me in the face. 


"My place or yours?" | questioned, her grin reflected on my face. 
Lana laughed 

"Yours, of course. It's much closer than mine’ 

"You really have planned this out haven't you?" | teased, taking her hand 
"A little." her already red cheeks flushed further. 

"You remember the way?" 


"| think so." our bodies parted and she moved in front of me, taking a few steps forward before turning back 
and dashing towards my flat. "Race ya!" 


She darted off with alarming speed, but | was a tall guy, and caught up within a minute. After running for a 
while longer she slowed, and | bent down for her to jump on my back, which she did, clinging on and giggling as | 
jogged the street we had left to navigate. 


My mind raced along with my heart at the feeling of her legs wrapped around my waist, and | held her on my 
back, even through her half-hearted protests as | expertly juggled my keys from my pocket, opened the door 
and darted up the stairs to my room. 


Once inside | dropped her onto the bed 


And we completely stopped for the first time. | looked down on her and she looked up at me as we both slowed 
our breathing. 


Sitting up, she gently pulled me down over her, allowing me to remove my jacket and shirt as she did so. 
Between soft kisses | discarded my bottoms, as did she. The sensation of skin on skin succeeded any already 
incredible prediction | had. It was heated and exciting, yet simultaneously calm and beautiful. 


| laid on my back and she straddled my hips, quickly throwing her top onto the floor, leaving her in only 
undergarments revealing plains of soft skin My hands caressed her sides and torso as she unhooked the 
matching lace bra, discarding that to the floor along with our other clothes. My fingers drifted further as we 
turned and | positioned myself over her. 


And suddenly, for the first time that | can remember, | was nervous before bedding a girl. Usually | assumed 


an audacity bordering on arrogance. Now | was anxious and worried | wouldn't live up to any expectation she 


had of me. But | wanted her, so bad. 

Her words retrieved me from my lingering thoughts. 

"Don't be shy," she smiled sweetly, kissing me once and stroking my cheek, "No falling asleep on me now." 

At that we both laughed, falling onto our sides and facing each other. Her hands rested on my chest and mine 
ran through her hair, tracing the features of her face and ending up on her lips, running my finger over them 
delicately. 


"So beautiful" | whispered 


We remained in those positions for minutes to come until | started to question her motives, and she cut me 


off sternly with a fiery attitude | loved about her. 


"Look, as much as | really love this sensitive side of you, being here in your bed right next to you with no 
clothes on is driving me insane. For God's sake, who knew it would be so fucking hard to bed a rock star?! 


Seriously, can't you see that | want you, Duff...” 


| cut her words off with an intense kiss, static, but firm and long lasting. When it broke we both gasped for 
air. Her words had refuelled my confidence to the extreme, and the passion | had felt when we embraced 


outside the Troubadour had returned with intoxicating strength. 


"Finally!" we both laughed and after more kisses | shifted her back onto my lap in one swift movement and she 


squealed in delight. 


It was to be one of many in the night to come. 


Fancy Seeing You Here 


Author's Notes: 
Always a dream of mine to road trip around America so | thought I\'d bring that into the story. 


Despite the ragged, drink stained curtains being pulled across, one unfortunately placed beam of morning sun 
still managed to find a gap in the material and illuminate nothing in the entire room except a small patch over 


my eyes. 


Squinting, | moved out of the light, and sighed a deep sound of utter contentment as | recalled the previous 


night's endeavours. | smiled. 

Starting to stretch out my aching muscles a weight around my waist stopped me from shifting further. | 
glanced down at Duff's arm wrapped around me, securing me into his warmth. Exhaling again, | relaxed into 
that embrace for a few seconds longer, basking in the feeling of his protective hold. Minutes later, | moved for 
the second time, intending to get out of bed. | almost did, but just as | was beginning to lift Duff's arm, he 


stirred, groaning and pulling me back, placing a kiss on my neck and whispering in my ear. 


"Going so soon?" | laughed at his ability to be as witty as to mimic my teasing last night at this hour of the 


morning. 
He ran his fingers down my arm as | spoke. 


"I thought I'd get dressed, wouldn't want to explore the house completely naked with your band possibly home, 
right?" voicing his disapproval of this and agreement of me dressing, he grunted and | chuckled, finally getting 


up. 
"And | promised Slash I'd make some more pancakes." 


He half awoke from an alcohol induced sleepiness to fondly watch me as | stole a pair of his shorts and an old 


check shirt, pulling them on and adjusting them. His eyes drifted around my body. 
"Hey, my face is up here you know." | taunted him and he quickly rubbed his eyes and grinned. 


"Sorry," His morning voice was low and rough, | shivered, "| can't help it" He smirked again and | threw a shoe 


at him as he covered his face, laughing. 
Ruffling my hair into relative presentation he questioned me. 


"Did you say you were making pancakes?" 


| nodded. 


"Great, make mine a quadruple stack with banana and chocolate spread. And honey. And sprinkles. May as well 
splash a bit of vodka on there as well." 


| grabbed the nearest pillow and batted him with it lightly. 


"And while you're at it do you think you could dress up as one of those cheeky waitresses who 


wear an apron and nothing else." 


This time | jumped on him, retrieved the pillow and launched into a full blown attack, laughing hysterically whilst 
doing so. He echoed the laughter, attempting to tickle me as | continued to batter him. Covering his face he 


shouted out various cries of sarcasm , 

"This is my prize asset! | could sue you for the damage! Not in the money maker!" 
When | finally retreated and headed for the door, we both laughed. 

Just as | closed the door from the outside, | heard him call out. 


"Ill take that as a no then, but feel free to give me a surprise.” 
"Fuck off" | called back. 


His laughter sang down the hallway. 


As | descended the stairs | relived the feeling of ecstasy | had experience for the majority of the night before. 


One memory stuck on from the vast array of similarly amazing ones. 


About an hour in, it was becoming the most intense feeling I'd ever had, and I'm sure the sensation was 
replicated on his part. Lying on my back, legs wrapped around him and fingers clawing into his back he thrust 
into me for the final time, sending shock waves of electric exhilaration through my entire body and making me 
shudder with delight. Whilst | had cried out at this moment, digging my nails in further to his skin, he had also 
shouted my name. But he didn't call me Lana, he'd called me by my real name Eliza, the name | recalled telling 
him only once the first night I'd met him. ‘It suits you', he had said. | didn't know how it made me feel, it was a 
bizarre feeling. In one sense, it was a little peculiar that he hadn't shouted the name he'd been referring to me 
as the whole evening, but in another, | felt almost honoured that he'd remembered my real name, even though 
it had been my choice to adopt the name Lana. | let my questioning thoughts trail away as | heard a humming 
noise coming from the kitchen. 


| giggled silently as | eavesdropped on what | assumed to be Steven's melody. But | was astounded when | 
turned into the small area and realised who was really standing there. 


Frozen in place, | clapped my hand to my mouth in humorous shock 

"Oh my God" 

The blonde form in front of me jumped, and whipped round, almost choking on the water she was drinking, 
"Shit, fancy seeing you here." Amy said bluntly, and we both burst out laughing, 

After recovering from the initial shock and laughter, | composed myself 


"There | was all worried about you going home on your own because Slash fucked up." | nudged my friend 


softly. 


"You shouldn't have, he was..it was fantastic." She blushed and we giggled as girls do. "Not that you even 
thought about me when you were so busy with Duff" Amy winked and it was my turn to blush. 


Ever intrigued, she pondered further. 


| dismissed her questioning as we rapidly cooked up thirty pancakes, putting five on five separate plates on the 
table and sharing the remaining five as we curled up on the sofa in the next room. The conversation resumed. 


"Jesus, Lana. | thought it was going to be good with Slash but holy shit, that guy knows what he's doing in the 
bedroom." Amy closed her eyes blissfully, then opened them and frowned momentarily, "And in the bathroom 
actually." 


"Amy!" | exclaimed 


"What?" she said innocently, "He fancied a shower this morning and he was taking ages so | thought | may as 


well join him," she shrugged again, "Brings a whole new meaning to the word ‘wet." 

"AMY!" | covered my ears and she laughed casually 

‘It's true! Don't tell me you wouldn't try it with Duff" Amy raised her eyebrows and smirked 
"| didn't say anything about not trying it." 

"Exactly." She picked up a second pancake, "But talking about Duff-" 


| sighed and she continued, ignoring me. 


'| bet he was a great shag wasn't he?" Amy was Slash in female form, "You know what they say about tall 
guys... 


Before | could dismiss her beautifully correct assumption, Slash and Axl appeared at the door jokingly frowning 
at each other before crashing on to the sofa opposite. 


"| don't know, what do they say about tall guys, Slash?" Axl directed the question at his friend and | cursed 


Amy's loud voice. 

"Maybe they have really fun personalities?" Slash suggested 

"No, not that" Axl replied 

"Perhaps they have real kind hearts?" Slash sarcastically offered, placing a hand over his chest. 

"No. | think tall guys are meant to have really fucking massive-" 

"PANCAKES!" Steven came barrelling down the stairs, across the room and into the kitchen, cutting off Axl's 
final suggestion with the loud exclamation of happiness at the smell of pancakes wafting from the kitchen table, 


a scent that Axl and Slash had apparently been oblivious to in the moments before. 


They jumped up and raced into the other room, playfully shoving each other out of the way whilst doing so. 
Seconds after Izzy strolled past, waving and smiling sweetly. 


We finally turned back to each other. 


"Izzy's so cute. | would so have sex with him if it wasn't for Slash." | rolled my eyes at the antics of my best 


friend as she moved herself closer to me, 


"But you know | was talking about the whole shower thing," | nodded at her, "You should totally try that with 
Duff" 


"Try what with me?" Duff appeared in the doorway, his lips pulled into a tight line and looking like he was about 
to laugh out loud. It had to be that moment he came downstairs. 


| cut off Amy before she had the chance to speak. 
"Nothing." | smiled sweetly and Duff grinned under his hair as strolled into the other room. 
"Idiot" | cursed at Amy who blew me a kiss with a lilting ‘You'll thank me later’ 


Seconds later Slash returned, sinking into one sofa and motioning for Amy to sitting on his lap. Axl appeared and 
took the other cushion Izzy and Steven entered the room at the same time and | stood, allowing them to take 


up the sofa was stretched out on. Seconds later Duff returned, taking the only remaining single seat and 
offered his lap. | blissfully obeyed, curling up and stealing one of his pancakes. 


Easy conversation resumed and laughter resonated again and again. Halfway through one of Axl's stories Duff 
pulled a section of my hair back and whispered. 


"No waitress’ outfit, huh?" 
For the next hour our group talked together until a happy silence settled. 
"Hey, lz, don't you have that skate rally thing up in San Francisco tomorrow?" Axl asked openly 


"Yeah, but | wasn't sure whether | was going to go or not" Izzy shrugged, lighting up a cigarette and offering 
the pack round. 


"We should all drive up there together!" Axl came up with the idea and Slash agreed. 


Another silence was created as every member of the group individually considered the idea more as a 


possibility. 

"Yeah! We could go just the seven of us, leave early this afternoon and we'll be there by tonight!" 
We all looked at each other with approving faces. 

Duff glanced at me. 

"Do you fancy it?" 

"Yeah, why not? | think it will be pretty cool." | replied 

"Guys, you do know I'm only doing it for fun?" Izzy asked 


"Who cares, if everyone thinks we should go then why not? We can make it a little holiday. Take the tour bus, 


get a few tents and just camp out, watch Izzy tomorrow and maybe stay a couple of nights longer?" 
Though the suggestion was sudden, everyone nodded in agreement. 


Within minutes we had concluded we'd leave at two o'clock, leaving us four hours to get some stuff together, 
for Axl to go and find three tents from God knows where and Slash to go pick up the tour bus. After an hour 
me and Amy had returned to our flat and hastily shoved some clothes, essentials and alcohol into three 
normal bags. Another half an hour and everyone was back at the other flat with bags packed, the bus idling on 
the pavement outside. Only Axl hadn't arrived. A few phone calls later and we'd established he'd gone out of 
town to get ‘some shit he just needed’. While we waited, me and Duff sat in his room and in a childish way, 


discussed our excitement. 


"So, while we've got some time to ourselves, what's this thing Amy reckons you should try with me?" Duff 


taunted, an eyebrow raised. 


| got up and pulled him with me, locking his arms around my waist as a manoeuvred us towards the bathroom 


door at the other side of the room. 


"Fancy a shower?" 


